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oment or two in thin mﬁdn te | hunt that stbook then. The Col- | = like m; muruw'lk!‘- ' e TQ | man sccidents occurring, some of them | DT TTTL - | dam st Minneapolis? Tt would silence for- . y
e g e [y o ptc e, e 08 a8 seiy s vins e [ BRIDE, FOR NAPLES. |7 = recee e & o | RRDETTE RUNS DRY, [msikicenis hrtestens, o« | FUNTING AT DULUTHE
ﬁ ‘=t ur something last weelk. ™ ‘What map?** “But—Gwendolen! I don’t know how I Many theories bave been offered in expla- | : overshot wheel at the breast of a eataract

Washinoton siarted downtown mow {0 | *“‘Ope-armed Pete they call him out there |-am ever going to stand that name. v, 8 S nation of these fogs, as well a8 to bring - Tt would also silenee the overshot wheel, in
brice bostrusk, for the hospitable Sellerses | —out in the Cherokee conntry, I mean. | body wouldn’t know Sally Sellersin it. It's | The Prince of Bad-Breath Fame to | sbout some mitigation of the evil. Those | Bt Ont of Mere Emptiness Brings about two seconds. Aad Iem glad of it. | Snortsmen Go Out After Deer on the
wonid listen to no excuses; their house mast | Robbed the bank in Tahlequab. too for her; kind of like a chernb in relating to the first point are interesting Useful things are very useful, sometimes Up Th
be his bome during th session. The Colonel |  *'Do they have banis in uah?” an ulster, and it’s 8 most sort of Wed the Princess Marie. and probable enongzh, but none of the latter Forth a Crystal Fountain. But useless things are very weful also, Fleetric Cars Up There.

“Yes—a bank, anyway., He was anyway, to my mind.” have proved pmtiui so far. sometimes. So where ia the difference?

seirped presently and  resumed  work
wnon bis playthine. Tt was finished when
Washingion ot hack,

“Thers it @&, said the Colonel, *all
finished.”
“What iz it for, Colonel?"
Y00, 1t%s just o trifie,  Toy to smuse the
ﬂ?:: ‘l’l"“."
Waskinston exsmined it
“Jt peemy to be a puzzle.™
“Yog, that’s what it is T eall it Pigs in
tha Clover. Pot them in—see if you can
put them in the
r mauvy failures Washineton sme-
1 wes ns pleased as a child.
1l ingrenious, Colonel: it's
Aund interesting—why, 1
What are you

i, nothing. Patent it and throw it
Doa't vou do nn_\-il:inp".of the kind.

There’s money in thar thing,

A onmpassiotate look traveled over the
suntenance, and he said:
HI—Yrs pin moner; 8 mple of

h snd, perhaps.  Not more.”

s aves hluzed,
¢ of hundred thousand dollars?

sn ol

evor evey
could play with it ell dar.
» 1o do with it?**

Do you call thint pin money?”’

The Colopel rose and tip-toed his way
gero clesed a door that was
r 3| p-toesd Lis way to his seat
& er his breath—

n keep o seeret?™”
incton zodded his aBrmative, he
oo awed o spenk.
You hove heand of materialization—
tion af deparied spirite?"
Warhington had henrd of it
“aAnd r-r-»imhl_\' Jide't believe in it: and
i 3 The thing s practiced by
iz unworthy of atten-
ere there’s a dim light
i1, and  a parcel of senti-
z red torether, with their
pir shuaders aud thwir tears all
nd the same fatry degenera-
und bumbug comes out
s himself into anybody vou
other, grandesiid, brother-
i Fuydor, Jobm Milton,
twirs, Poter the Grest and all such
o) o, that is all foolish and
Bat when 2 man that iz competent
vasi powers of esience to bear,
ifivrent matter, o totalle different
¢ e, The specter that answers
me 10 stav. Do yvou note the
10 of that detail?”
ilie—ilie trath is, that I don't
R at Tdo. Do vou mean that
being  permanent, not transitory,
1 more genernl satisinetion, and
usee the price of tickels to the

o R

aress

Polly—listen to me; and zet a
1 vour breath, for you are zoing
three days 1 ehall have
hod, end  then—let the
shei] 1 1, for it shall see marveis,
L v, within thiree davs—ten ui the
¢ ! o shall eee e eall the dead of

Lury d they will arise and walk?
forever, and mnever die
I the muscle and

: . al
gncing of thuir pristine vigor."”

wit

) Indesd it does take one's
br sway.”

“Now dn voit see the maney that's in 1#7*
well, 'is—aot pealiy sure that I

inok hiere. T shall have a
wnepelv; thee'il all belons to me, won't
4 vasand polizemen in the city

Wages, $4 o dar, I'll re-
wilh dexd ones at half the

“areat Soctt,

ndiziona! I never thought of
thou=and dellars a day. Now

o se!  Dut will dead policemen

ther—up to this time?"”

vou put it that wav—""
inuny way vou want to, Medify
i, and my lads shall siill
ey won't eat, they won't
hose things; they won't
v ensh ot pamlding dens and un-
1 des; they won't spark the

1 moreover the baads of
them on lonely beats
knife them will

B 0 smil Yoursy

. if you can furnish police.
- .

v—I con fornish sny line of

y I Tekethe mnay, for
25,000 men; expense, $22.-
i up the Romans,

rument, lor $10,000,000 a year, 10,-
drawn from the wvietorions
ihe aves—soldiers that wiil

vear inand year out on ma-

=, and ecost never a cent for

v The armies of Eurape

vear now—I will re-

ol for SLOMO 000000, T will dig

' stten of all azes and all

i this eountry witha

cnougrh ta come in out

hit's never happened

m of Independence,

il these practically

pieed with the gennine

resiock the thrones of Ko-

brooe and the best

riisii—which isn't prom-
'l divide the wages
rand sguare, merely

g oA el

Dy g

XA DL Y

» half of this is troe,
iiinns in it—miflions, *

iz it, billione; that’s what you

: lonk here: the 1l.|in;; is so

ol Lo, 5o ineminent, so abeolutely

. it i a man were to come to

e, O 1. 1I'm a little short,

d me o couple of billion

mi
o a kneck. An ener-

1 eull; you want to
4 this time without fail,
ulierry Sellers*”
lonel heznn to slap this pocket and
ud fecl here and there and every-

nTs
ave 1 done with that wallet?—

L x5 m—not here, not there—oh, I
fint ave leil it in the Litehen; I'H just run

Mo won won't—yon'll stey right where
<. And you're going to diszorge, too,

.

oe

N ashincton innecently offered to go and
WWhen be was gone the Colonel said:
. I've got to throw mysell on
cove just this once more, Suges;
o, the remitiances I was expect-

shout him in despair.

; he Tan to the wall

a peotiliarly atrocions

andErrchiel. Then be

, offered it to the col-

+ and said:

tme seeitge, It's

mwibmnat that—""

; it's a ehrome.”

of it =0, T bes you. It's

I sreac orizinal, the only su-
aple of that mighty school of art

Ii's the sickest looking thing T—"
lonel wos alveady bringing another
verly dusting it
g s one, too—the gem of my ool-

—ile only genuine Fra Angelico
“Ilinminated liver pad, that's what it is.
e Good day! People will think

bl 8 barber shop.*
slammed the donr behind him, the
4| with an anguished mccent.
cover them np—don't let the
ot themn.  The delicate tints in the

'

4]
ot
thie mAn Was gone.
nington reappeared and said he had
Jooked everywhere, and so had Mrs, Sellers
sl the servanis, but in vain, and went on
tosns he wiched he could get hiseye ona
sin men sbout this time. No need to

i suspected
of robbing it. Whoever did it got away
with more than $20,000, They offered & re-
ward of £5,000. T believe I saw that veryman
on My Wiy hu't"

“No; is that so?"

I cortainly saw aman on the train the
first day I struck the railroad that snswered
the description preity exactly—at least, as
to clotbes and a lecking arm.
d;‘“'bﬁ' didn't you get bim srrested and

im the reward?”

“I couldn't. 1 had to geta requisit]
eourse. But T meant to siay by him
got my chance.”

“Well?™

“Well, he left the train during the night
some time,""

“0h, hang it, that’s too bad."”

“Not eo very bad either.”

SWhy?

“Bocause he came down to Baltimors in
the very train I wes in, though I didn't
know if in time. As we moyed out of the
station 1 saw him going toward the iron
gats with a satchel in his hand.”

“Good; we'll catch Lim. Let’s lay s

lan, ™
. ;‘Scnd a deseription to the Baltimore
tee?™

“Why, what are yon talking about? Ne.
Do you want them to get the reward?”

“What shall we do, then?”

The Colonel reflected.

“I'Il'teil yon. Put a personsl in the Bal-
timore Sim. Word it like thist

“A —Dirop me a line, Pete—"

“Hold on. Which arm has be lost?™

“The right.”

“Good. Now then—

“A.—Drop we o line, Pete, even if vou
have to write with vour left hand. Address
X. Y. Z, Geggral Postoffice, Washington,
From von know who™

“There—that'll fetch him. ™

“But he won't know who—will he?”’

“Ne, bat be'll want to know, won't he?"

“Whr, certainly—I didn't think of that
What made vou think of it?"”

“Knowledge of human curiosity. Btrong
trait, very strong trait.”

“Now, I'll go to v room and write it out
snd inclose &1 and tell them to print 1t to
the worth of that.”

CHAPTER IV.

The davy wore it=elf out. After dinner the
two fricnds put in & long and harassing
evening trring to decide what to do with
the £5,000 reward which they wers going to
get when they shonld find One-armed Pete-
and eatch him, and prove him to be the
richt person, snd extradite him, and ship
him to Tahlequah in the Indian Terriiory.

of
¢

But there were so many dazzling openings
for ready eash that they found it impossible
to malke up their minds and keep them made
u Pinally, Mrs. Sellers grow very weary
of it all, and said:

“\What is the sense in cooking arabbit be-
fore it is cangho®*

Theu the matter was dropped for the time
being and 21l went to bed.  Next moraing,
being persnaded by Hawking, the Colonel
made drawings and specifications and went
down #ud spplied for s patent for his toy
puzzle, and Hawkins took the toy itself and
siarted out to see what chance there might
be to do something with it commercially.
He did not have to go far. In asmall, old,
wooden shanty, which had once been occu-
pied as adwelling by some humble negro
family, he found & kneen-eved Yankee en-
gaged in repairing cheap chairs and other
second-hand faurniture. This man exam-
ined the toy indifferently; attempted to do
the puzzle; found it not so essy ss he had
expected: w more interested, and finally
emphatically so; achieved & sucoess at last,
antl asked:

*Is it patented? §

“*Patent applied for.™

*That wiﬁ angwer. What do yom want
for it?"

“What will it retsil for?"

“Well, 25 cents, I should think™

“Whas will you give for the excluslve
right®"

*Teouldn’t give §20, if T bad to pay cash
down: but I'i] tell what I'll do. I'll make
it and market it and pay you dcents royalty
on each one.™

Washington sighed. Another dream dis-
appenred; no money in the thing. So he
said:

‘81l right, take it at that. Drawme a
paper.™

]1Ic went hiz way with the paper, and
dropped the matter out of his mind—
dropped it 1o make room for further at-
tempts 1o think out the most promising way
to invest his half of the reward, in casea

artaership investment satisfuctory to both
Eeneﬁcinrﬁm could not be hit upon,

He had not been very long at home when
Sellers arrived sodden with grief and boom-
ing with glad excitement—working both
these emotions sue ully, sometimes
geparately, sometimes together. He fell on
Hawkins' neck sobbing, and said:

“Ol, mourn with me, my friend, mourn
for my desolate house; death has smitten
my last kKinsman,and I am Earl of Rossmore
—enngratulate mel”

He tnraed to his wife, who had entered
while 1his was gning on, put his arms about
her nnd said: “You bear up, for my
sake, my lady—it bad to happen, it was
decreed.””

She bore up very well, and said:

“It’s no zreat loss. Simon-Lathers wasa
poor, well-meaning, useless thing and no
account, and his brother never was worth
shucke. "

The rightfnl Earl eontinned:

“T am too much prostrated by theea eon-
flieting griefs und jors to be able to concen-
trate my wicd upon affairs; I will ask our
good friend bere to break the news by wire
or pott to the Ledy Gwendolen and instraet
her in—""

“What Lady Gwendolen?”

“Onir poor dangshter, who, alas—"'

“Sally Setlers? Mulberry Sellers, are
you losing vour mind?”*

“There, please do not forget who you are,
and who I am; remember your own dignity,
be cousiderats aiso of mine. It were o
cease from using my lawily nawme, now,
Lady Dossmore.™

“Goodness pracious! well I never! What
am I to eall you, then?"

““In private the ordinary terms of eadear-
ment will still be admissible to some degree,
bwt in lyuhlic it will be more becoming if
your ladvship will speak to me as my lord,
or your lordship, and of me as Rossmore, or
the earl, or his lordship, and—""

“*Oh, gent! I ean'’t ever do it, Berry.”

“But indeed you must, my love; we must
live up to our altered position and submit
with what grmes we may to its require-
men"i&" all right, h

‘Weli, ght, have it r OWD WAY;
I've never set my wishes gﬁ:: your com-
mands yet, Mul—, my lord, and it's late to
begin now, thogh to my mind it’s the rot-
tenest foolishness thai ever wan" J

¢

s

& name, 3
"Ygu'].lnntmh!r find fanlt with it, my

- sa true word. She takes to any
kind of romantic rubbish like she was born
toit. She pever got it from me, that's
sure. And sending to that silly college
hasn’t helped the matter any—just the other
“r-ll

“Now hear her, Hawkins! Roweno, Ivan-
hoe College is the selectest snd most aristo-
cratic seat of learning for yonng ladies in
our country. TUnder no circumstances can
a girl get in there unless she is either very
rich and fashiopable or can prove four
generations of what may be called Amer-
ican mobility. Castellated eollege build-
ings—fowers and turrets and an imitation
moat—and evervthing about the place
named out of Sir Walter Seoit’s books, and
redolent of rovalty and state and style; and
all the richest girls keep phaetons, and
conchmen in livery, and riding horses, with
English grooms in plug hats and tight-but-
toned coats, and top boots, and s whip
kandle without any whip to it, to ride 63
feet behird them—""

“And they don’t learn a blessed thing,
Washington Hawkins, not a single blessed
thing but ghowy rubbish, and un-Ameriean
pretentionsness. DBuot send for the Lady
Gwendolen—do; for I reckon the peerage
regulations reguire that she must come
home and let on to go into seclusion snd
mourn tor those Arkansass blatherskites
she’s lost.”

“My darling! Blatherskites. Remember
—naohlesse oblige.”

*There, thers, talk to me in your own
tongue, Ross—yon don't know any other,
and you only boteh it when youtry. Oh,
don't stare—it was a slip, and no crime;
customs of a lifetime can’t be dropped in a
seeond. Rossmore—there, now, be appeased,
and go along with you and attend to Gwen-
dolen. Are you going to write, Washington
—or telegraph?™

“He will telegraph, dear.™

“I tironzht as much,"” my lady muttered,
as she left the room. *“Wants it so the ad-
dress will have to appear on the envelope,
1t will just make a fool of that child. She'll
get it, of course, for if there are any other
Sellerses there they'll not be able to elaim
it. And jnst leave her alone toshow it
around and make the most of it. Well,
maybe she’s forgivable for that. She's so

or and thev're,so rich, of courseshe’s had

er ghare of enubs from the livery-flunkey
eori, and I reckon it's only human to want
to get even.”

TUnecle Daniel was sent with the tele-
gram; for although a conspicuons object in
a corner of the drawing room, wasa tele-
phone han'rr'lng on a transmitter, Washing-
ton found all attempts to raise the central
office vain. The Colonel grumbled some-
thing about its being “‘always out of order
when vou've particolar and especial use for
it,” but he didn't explain that one of the
reasons for this was that the thing was
only ademmy and badn't any wires at-
tached to it, and yet the Colonel often used
it when visitors were present—and seemed
to get messages through it. Mourning
paper and a scal were ordered, then the
triends took o rest.

Next atternoon, while Hawking, br re-
quest, draped Andrew Jackson’s portrait
with erape, the rightful earl wrote of the
family bereavenant to the usurper in Eng-
Iand—a letter which we have already read.
He also by letter to the village anthorities
at Duffy's Corners, Ark., gove orders that
{_;'ne remains of the late twins Iae :J:an;:r(?ed

¥ some St Louis expest an i at
once tothe usurper, with bill Tf:en he
drafied out the Rossmore arms and motio
ona Eln-at sheet of brown paper, and he and
Hawkins took it t6 Hawkineg' Yankee fur-
niture-mender, and et the end of an hounr
camxte back with a couple of stunning hatch-
menis, which they nailed up on the front
of the house—attradtionscalenlated to draw,
and they did; for it was mainly an_idle and
shifiless negro mneighborhood, with plenty
of ragged children and indolent dogs to
spare fora point of interest like that, and
keep on sparing them forit days and days
tozether.

The new ear] found—without surprise—
this society item in the evening paper, and
cut it out and scrap-booked it:

By a recent bereavement our esteemed
fellow-citizen, Colonel Mulberry Sellers, per-
{w:uul member at Inrge of the diplomatie
rod v, succonds, as rightfal lord, to the groat
earldom of Rossmore, third by order of
precedence in the envidoms of Great Britain,
mnd will take early measures by suit in the
Homnse of Lords, to wrest the titlo und estate
from the present nsarping holder of them.
Until the season of monrning is pnst the
usial Thursday evening receptions at Ross-
wore Towers will be discontinued.

Lady Rossmore's ecomment—to herself:

“Receptions! People who don's rightly
Enow him may think he is eommonplace,
but to my mind he is one of the most un-
usunl men I ever saw. As for suddenness
and capacity in imagining things, his beat
don’t exist, I reckon. As like as not it
wouldn't have oceurred 1o anybody else to
name this old rat-irap Rossmore Towers,
but it just comes natural to him. Well, no
doubt it's a blesced thing to have an imagi-
nation that ean always make vou feel satis-
fied, no matier how you are fised. Uncle
Dave Hopkins used to always say, ‘Turn
me into John Calvia, and [ want to know
which place I'm going to; turn me into Mul-
berry Sellers, and T don’t ecare."”

The rightful esrl’s comment—to himself:

It's a beautiful name, beautiful. Pity I
didn't think of it before I wrote the
usurper. But I'll be ready for him wken
he answers. 3

[ 7o be continued next Sunday.]
GUESSING A WRITER'S SEX.

Controversy Between Richard Harding
Davis and Charles D, Gibson,
[WRITTEN FOR THR DISPATCH.]

People who are interested in Richard
Harding Davis will like to know that
the handsome athletio yoing man, with the
smooth-shaven face and square chin with a
cleft in it, that Chatles D. Gibson is so fond
of putting into his illnstrations is Richard
Davis, and Richard Davis eapiially drawn
at that. When the “Anglomaniaes’ was
running in one of the magazines, Gibson
chose Richard Davis as the original of the
striking nicture of Lord Mdrose At that
time the author of the brilliant story was
still a matter of conjecture, and opinion was
evenly divided as to whether it was s man
or o woman.

Gibson had just made an {llustration for
the story with Richard Davis (as Lord 3fd-
rosc) walking down Fifth avenue with the
youngz woman of the story. He had put on
the young Enzlishman a sack coat and &
gilk hat. Tae sketches wers submitted to
the unknown aathor and returned with
the criticism that no eareful man, espedlaily
if he were an Englishman, would walk
down the fashionalle sireet in a sack goat
end silk hat in the morning, which was the
time designated in the story.

Mr. Gibson told Mr. Davis of the eriti-
cism and asked, “Now what does that indi-
cate to you as to the authorship—is it aman
or & woman?"

“A man,” said Mr. Davis promptly; ‘a
woman would not be likely to know such a
little point in etiquette as that.*’

“A  woman,” hazarded Mr. Gibson;
“women know all about such little things,
and no one but a woman would care.””

The sequel proved that Gibson was right.

FIRST INPRESSIORS OF THINGS, A

Johnny's Idea of Rowing and a Three-Year-
01d's Notlon of a River.

It was Johnny who described at 3 years
of sge & skiff ride on the riveras follows:
*“And paba just took the shovels and shov-
eled the river away, and the boaf went right

alo

Bngi it was snother 3-year-old who re-
plied, when asked at her first view of the
river: “What is it Katie?" "“It's just a

great big drink.”
FiTs_AL 8ts siopped frea by Dr. Kitne's “B?‘
i T o

GRAVE OF MRS, LIVINGSTONE.

Whispered Rumors That the Prince of
Wales Is to Be Hegent.

FACTS AROUT THE FOGS OF LONDOX

[WRITTEN FOR THE DISFATCR.]

After numerous reports to the effect that

Princess Marie, daughter of the Duke of

- Edinburgh, wasto be
betrothed to Prinee
Ferdinand, the love-
lorn sprig of Rou
manian royalty, so
much talked about
during the past year
and several others,
the matter has finally
resolved itself into a
contraot With Vietor
Empanuel, Prince
of Naples and heir
to the Italian throne.
That individual had
been made the sub-
jeet of similar rn-
mors, in which he was to engage himself to
s daoghter of the Prince of Wales, the
Prince of Teck and an eminent member of
the royal house of Germany. The last
report ia likely true, as it has been semi-
officially announeed by persons in a position
to know. :

The gossips may now set to work with
suggestions of how the affair has been ar-
ranged. There are many who would like
to know how the religious differences have
been bridged over. It is difficult to con-
ceive thats Queen Vietoria would give her
consent to one of her granddaughters going
over to the Roman Cathelie faith, gnd it is
certain that the Prince of Naples will not
adopt the English Church as his own.

The Prince of Nnples is the individual
whovisited England a few months ago,
creating a profound impression by means of
an exiremely bad breath. Princess Marie
is a bright, happy chit of a girl, but 15
years of age, Rather young to marry, but
the Italian heir is getting up in years, and
not having an extensive field to select from
cannot be very fastidions.

The Grave of Mrs. Livingstons,

There is a movement on foot te bring to
England the body of the wife of Explorer
David Livingstone. It has lain in a lonely
grave inthe African wildervess these 30
yearspast. It would hardly be possible to
place the remains beside those of the hus-
band in Westminster Abbay, but they can
at least rest nearer the beloved one whose
perilons fortunes she shared so faithfully,
Mrs. Livingstone endured but six years of
the trials and privationsof the expiorer’s
life, but in that short time she abundantly
proved her courage and determination to be
every bit the equal of her husband. It is
not enongh that the bones of Dr. Living-
stone lie among the greatest of the great in
grand old Westminster, The remains of
the wifs should be close at hand, instead of
far away in the heart of an African jungle
Indeed, I believe the disposition made of
the great explorer’s hody was o direct con-
tradiction of his expressed wishes, In his
journal many opinions and referances to his
desires are niade. In one place, bearing date
of June 23, 1888, is the following:

This is the sortof grave Ishould prefar:
to le in the stiil, still Torost, gnd no hand
evar disturb my bones. The graves at homo
alwars seened to me to be miserable, espe-
cinlly those in the cold, damp clay, and
without elbow roomn; hu&,i liave nothing to
ao but to weait till He who is over all de-
cides where I have to Iay me down and die.
Poor Mary lies on Shespungn brae.

Princess Marle.

That wish for quiet and humble reposs |

has never heen fulfilled.  Mrs, Living-
stone’s grave is loeated near the home she
occapied for some time during her sojourn
in Africa. A great baobab tree, one of the
largest in the country round, stands along-
side the mound, butdoes not shade or ob«
scure it half so well as the shrubs, grass and
tangled briars that are matted above and
nearly eonceal it from view.

The English people owe something to
Mre. Livingstone. They are usually solie-
itous of honnringhtaheir distinguished dead.
If nothing else done, they should see
that the ashes of the missionary's dsughter
and the great explorer’s wife should be
brought home to rest where they rightfully
belong.

The Dense Fogs of London.

The recent great fogin London lasted
four davs, and during that time more than
30 persons are gaid to have wandsred off
the docks into the river snd drowned. It
is difficult to imagine a mist as dense as all
that, although Pittsburg has bad some ex-
perience with fogs herself But we are
tanght to believe that the worst that we
have here are not to be compared with those
of London at all. A London fog is a peeu-
linr patural phenomenon, and has cdme to
be nt'.mnsicllarc:c;l distinetive. Sclentists have
found three different kinds of more or less
severity. George Catlin, the artist, who re-
sided in London for some years, once said
that he had seen n fog s0 thick that in mid-
day a man walking eonld no more discern

his knees than if he were immersed in ink. |

This seems hard to believe, but there is no
questioninz the troth. Loudoners and
travelers tell ns that in broad dayvlight,
with all the lamps lighted in the sireets
and houses, it is no uncommon experience
to be unable to see 30 inches distant. The
pedple grope their way alonz the houses,
A street lump can hardly bs seen when
standing directly beueath it. Rosiness jg
generally suspended, and the sidewalks be-
come crowded with groups of men and
women afraid to move and anxions!vy won-
dering how they will reach their homes
Coachmen lead their horses. Pedestrians
dare not cross the streets, Bhouts, onths,
in nirieallcriu of distress and shrieks for
Lielp are heard®on all sides.

On January 21, 1865, the density of the
fog was so extraordinary during the morn-
ing hours that in the streets where there
were splendidly lighted windows one counld
not sec the ground when erect, nor objects
two fest away. When the shops were
closed it was ntterly impossible tosce any-
thing. Midway between street Inm
standing within 40 feet of each other an
burning brightly all the time, it was im-
possible to locate either. Lines of link
men for were

streteh
within_sight

r mil .
nuﬁ"um'“&“J

that precantion

An Archbishop Who Is Now Famous.

The plain of Aix, in France, was the
scene 2,000 years sgo of the rout of the
Teuton hordes that were sweeping
on to Home, by the famouas old
General, Marius,
Previous to that
time, the Roman
soldiery undey
command of in-

eapable and in-
experienced
officers whose
chief pretensions
todistinetion
were theiraristo-
cratic  connec-
tions, were
powerless before
the wild barbar

Archbishop of Atz iane, and every
time the two forces met, the Romans were
gwept aside like the sands of the desert in s
simoom. Try as the would, the famons
fighting men of the ruling Government of
the world, could offer no resisrance to the
myriads of Teutons and Cimbri that bore
down mpon them. Oid Marius, however,
was equal to the emergency. His military
skill enabled him to meet strength with
strategv, and he defeated with ernshing
efirct. the flower of the Tenton armies and
practically changed the history of the
world.

Had the Teutons defeated Marins, Roms
wonld have been destroyed. There would
have been mo future opportunities for
Casar, Pompey or Sulla. and the romance
of listory would have been robbed of some
of its most heroie and interesting charae-
ters. Aix has not been the scene of any
such importaut historical event gince, but
the name has been frequently seen in print
Iately on secount of ils Roman Catholio
Bishop, the Mgr. Xavier Gouthe-Soulard’s
refusal to comply with the order of the
French Government, forbidding archbishops
leaving their dioeese withont permission.
He was arrested, tried for the offense and
fined, but the sensation the aflair ecreated
throunghont France and the world and the
general sympathy extended the Archbish
indieated a vietory instead of a defeat. It
is likely the affair will have considerable
influence en the policy of the French Gov-
ernment in dealing with the religions ques-
tion in the future. Such a demonstration
as was made in this venerable ecclesiastic’s
case makes deeper consideration of the sub-
ject imperstive.

Tummy Isn't Saying s Word,

England is ai present disturbed by an
under-current effort, intended to install
Albert Edward as Prince Regent. No one
knows how the report originated or how
mueh truth is contained in it. Many per-
gons think the Queen = little too well up in
years to administer the affairs of Govern-
ment properly, but, nevertheless, a sug-
gestion that she be displaczd is considered
somewhat biutal and not likely to receive
the support of the majority of the nation.
What the Prines ot Wales thinks of the
move ion his behalf is not stated, but he
takes such good eare to give no expression
to his views on the subject that it is tacitly
agreed in some ecircies that he is "in the
hands of his friends’ to be disposed of as
they think fit.

This retninds me that durlng the reign of
the two Hanoverian Kings it was the cus-
tom to appoint regents evary time the
monarch went ontside his dominions. How
the custom fell into disuse is unknown.

A Progressive Chinese Statesman,

Li Hung Chaog, the Prime Minister of
Ching, iz sald to be vonvalescing from hia
rceent severe ill- =
ness. But he iz -
not yet well, and (§
there is always
danger when a
man has passed his
Tist year. Hls
life or death means
much to China
and probahly the
world generally.
He is the one
Chinese statesman
who has been tol-
erant to foreigners,

Id k
He has made his coun-
try more accessible to visitors than it ever

was He built the first railroad. He de-
veloped the extensive mining resources.

He gave the eountry its telegraph system,
He o i the army and crested the
navy. .

MMore than the mere northern portion of
China is restiess at the present time, The
uprisings ngainst the Government, ns well
as the foreign element residing in the coun-
try, wounld surely take greater shape in case
of LI Hung Chang's death in with-

drawnl from control at the present time'

means much to China and Yerimps more to
other nations than they wonld admit. There
isalways achance of a confliet with the
Mongolians, in ecnce the outrageson aliens
in the country become too pronounced.

Forty Savages Shake the World,

The telegraph reported a few days sinee
that the natives of Pahang, a state of the
Malayan Peninsula, had rebelled against
British rule. No doubt John Bull made a
rush for kis portfolio on hearing this news,
toestimate the extentof the new danger
threatening the Empire, but was reassured
on discovering that the entire province of
Pahang, ineluding its capital city, has a
population of only 40 wild, half-starved
and poorly armed savages.

I am sure it cost a good manydollars to
cable the story from abroad, and it would
seem to even the inexperienced (hat the
cable managers are rather poorly informed
on geographical maiters, or they wonid
have put their property to better use than
ereating the impression throngh a free use
of sensational sentences, that the peaee of
the English nation was seriously threatened
by & fresh complieetion, when, in fact, the
matter was so trivial WiILRIE

LENGTH OF IMPRISCHMENT

The Sentence for Lifa snd for the Termof &
XMan's Nataral Life,

There is a distinetion and also a difference
between imprisonment for life and imprison-
ment for the term of 3 man’s naturd® life,
enys o erimizal lawyer in the St Louis
Globe-Dernoerat, Literally the latier means
that the prisoner must be confined until 1ib-
erated by death, while in the case of the
former the condemned only serves the
gverage term of life he may reasonahly ex-
peet, and os determined by sotuarial tables,
A man who gets a lile sentence at 40 is
nearly sure to he at liberty by the time he
is 55, provided he lives as long, while the
man who is similarly sentenced 2t 20 will be
ont loug before he is 40,

A glanve over the records of the State
Penitentinry will show how very few men
have served more than 15 years, pardon,
death, escape or release on good behavior
intervening within thaé period. In Euro-

conntries, where pardons are very sel-
mgmuted. men frequentiy serve 20 and
even 30 years, but the average is very much
lower in America

Found His Lot
Wew Tork Weekly.1
Bouttown—Where did yoa go on your va-
cation?
Laschsnce—I went out West to look at s
eoraer lot I bought by mail.

i?
wend swimming ia I
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.| the bnlly, he thinks in dialect. It is his

L porter—that a leading publisher—I am not

THOUGHTS UPON DIALECT TALES.

Why James Whitcomb Riley Writes Into]
the Hearts of People.

HOW WATER MANAGES T0 GO UP HILL

I'WRITTEX POR TAR DISPATOM.

What does a fellow do when his head is
“plumb empiv?"” I mean, sther fellows? I
know what I do, and the complaint is fast
developing chronie symptoms with me.
When I get that way, which is several
times in the course of a space of time
amounting to more or less, according to
duration, I sit and stars over the top of my
typewriter across af the reetory orat the
big onk on my neizhbor's place, and at the
chureh with its battlemented tower and the
quiet resting places of those who sleep, nnd
in a litile while forzet that I have any
work to do, and indeed am not concernad
whether my head is empty or full, or
whether T have a head or nol.

This is pleasant, but it is neither magnifi-
cent, nor is it business. So I turnaway
from the view, look my typewriter in the
I—she has two, just like a human being,
only one of them hax no dot and the other
is lower eass, poor thing—and ask her if che
knows anything worth printing. She always
replies in the affirmative when she mukes
answer at all, that is, she can say “A,"" and
“8," which have an aflirmative sound, but
she can’t say anything that sounds like
“No;" I think she shonld have an extra
charaeter—she has 75 or 80 good charsclers
now—by which at the touch of a single key
she conld say “Nawthin”.”

The Foren of Dislect.

I suppose ““Nothing'™ mizht do, but I
should prefer “Nawthin®,” if it please the
typewriter mukers, “Nawthin’” sounds
sn much more hopelessly empty than
“Nothing.” And when I dorun ashore, I
am beached just that high and dry, just that
iar beyond the reach of snything buta
roaring spring tide at the very turn of the
flood, that nothing ecan express my condi-
tign but dislect. Grammar is good enough
rﬁ; dying bed, serhaps, when o man has
nothing e to do, but to bhe correct; but
when a man is painfully alive, gettine
across o meadow with a Dbull behind him
and a barb wire fence before him, and he
lins got to lift himself over that fence by
his boot straps or get lifted over by Tanrus:

mother tongue, and it comes withoot eall-
ing, And I do think that a t¥pewriter that
bkas beon settine her 26 cans for me, lo these
four years, might talk dialect for me in
great smerzencies,

And speaking of dislect reminds me that
I read somewhere in a newspaper the other
day—that's the way s profound magazine
writer always refers to a newspaper artiele
when he is copying the extract he wishes to
use from the very paper Iying on his desk;
it isn't the thing, you know, to recall where
Fou saw & newspaper ariicle; a great man
ean’t remember the scribblings of & re-

gure indeed (hat it was not the leading
publisher—says the dialect story has had its
day; that the pnblie is tired of it; that it
hias run its conrse and will he heard of no
more. And then I picked up Harper for
January and read the first storv in it, 8 bit
of French-Canadian vayageur dialect.
Storles Are Written for Cash.

Now I like the dialect stories; I don’t
write them, so I can speak as adisinterested
witness. And I Enow that other people
like them as well as mysclf, otherwise the
publishers would not bring them ont. Save
only the Baptist Publication Society and
the Methodist boek coneern, the Awmeriean
Tract Society sod other publishing houses
of that eluss, I have known very few pub-
lishers who bring out books and stories for
love, or for the elevation of the public
taste. Very few indesd. Not more than
noue, I should say, and possibly not less
thon half that number,

I don't knaw what would become of the
literature of the world if we should “‘ent”
the dialeet. Take two surh masters of dia-
leet s James Whitcomb Riley and Robert
Browning; how muneh the world of people
and the smaller planets of superior Eeinm
would lose were the poems of these kings in
the realms of dizleet blotled out. I prefer
Rilay's myself, because it is so easv to un-
derstand. We don't have to organize elubs
to find out what Riley means when he says
anything. Itseems tome, since we must
have n dialect literature, the best dialest is
that which the wayfaring man, though not
Highly Cultured, may read, and not err
therein. There is a great deal of dialect in
the medical journals that is Greek to me,
and I have loocked intc—merely lonked into
and serambled ont with ail epeed hefore I
drowned—some theological works that were
nearly all Hebrew, and what wasn’t En-
glish was a great deal worse. 1 confessthat
Igo clear aroumd, by & back lane and
through the woods, sometimes, to get to the
other side of certain dialeet articles in the
Popwlar Sciene Monthly.

£hop Taik in Disleot,

And yet, dialect is alwavs entertaining,
even when you can undersiand it but
vaguely. It is ulways pleasant to hear s
man talle the dialect ct hiz own businrss
Tt lends & charm to the talk of a railroad
man and a theologian; a horse trader and a
physician, a stock broker and a sehool
teacher. And the dialect which we ean all
understand is the language of the people,
it scems to me. From Harvard University
to the Mission Sehool at San Diego, people
can understand Riley. The multitude lis-
tens end “‘every man hear him spsak in his
own langusge,” ‘‘saying, one to snother,
‘How hear we every man in ourown tongue,
wherein we were born?’' "

Ah, that's the secret of the hold that
“dinlect” bas upon all le. We didn’t
glways speak grommatieally; we weren't
born with correct necent aud exsct enuncia-
tion; we used to fiat the “a,” and drop the
final “g,"" and drive Jersey matches of sin-
gular nouus and plural verbs, and when we
were rebuked fora saying, '"Me are,” we re-
formed and said “Iis”’ except in New Eng-
Iand, where we chanzed to “I be,” and
stuek to it until deaih parted ns from onr
grammar, maybe: and it required long
vyenrs of instruciion, and many books and
great patience and floods of tears to make
ns abandon the free, lawless dialect of
childhood and bow onr thoughts to the iron
boudnge of the dialect of the schools.  Ah,
my boy, thut's the hold which “our own
tonzue, whetein we were born,” has
upon us

Tho Yoloe of Sweet Noture.

We love tha eradlelongue, the words that
ran in prattling musie broken us the song of
a brook, babbling and wurmuring or the
very joy of life, the mirth of the sunshine,
the sweet fancies of the shadows, the eleam
of the white pebbles, with uo rule aml no
guide and no law, save to run the easiess
way, follow the slope of the hill, and laugh
the louder wien the way was broken and
rough, and break into brighter spariles and
dimpling ripples when the rocks builded a
tiny leap from the sunskine into the sleep-
ing pool in the shadow. It is the veice of
Nature that charms us, and =ings to us in
the nunbers that draw us back to the Jong-
ing mother breast, hack to the days when
we lay with our laces close to the great heart
of nature und drew our closest inspiratious
with the breath of life.

Lougfellow found inspiration in the dain-
ty cascide, the -talls of Minnehana that
*“flash and gleam among the onk trees,™ al-
though by going a few miles farther he

8

would have found s much er water
power. A poet might have inspired
to sing in lofty numbers to the g orgah
sccompaniment of tha Falls of St Anthony
& few years but to rise to sublima
fiights of and poesy over the mill

To Seatter the Dialecticians,

I champion the canse of the nseless for
mine own sake. There has zoi to be soms
place in the reserved seats for the useless
things of this world. If you erowd us all
up in the gallery, we will snap peannts and

rop our programmes down on your learned
heads sl through the ormance; we will
split the air with our shrill whistles when
you wﬂl{ pat your gloved hands in correet
approbation, and when we disapprove we
will “eat-rall™ till yoor blood runs cold,
and woe be fo the “cop’ who comes into the
gallery after we get started. So vou see, it
is mueh better to scatter the dinlecticians
throngh the audience than 1o pen us np by
oursalyes, We might even break down the

ey,

1t'sral ways a hard, troublezome thinz to
teach water to ran np hill Ob, it can be
done, but it makes no end of moner, und
powerful machinery, and fire, and steam,
and tremendons pumpa. And then when the
water ets bevond the power of the pump it
won’t keop on going up; it always comes
right back azain, in its own old way. I
wiil run up hill of itself, if rou let it alone.
And it always climhs just as it comes down;
in the easiest, most naturnl way in the
world. In all the lichtness and grace and
beanty of the spray of the leaning enseade;
in the fleeer clouds of mist that driit np
throngh the sunshine just ns naturally and
gently as though it was the only thing in
the world for water to do, to float from the
sea up to the elouds, rather thun drop from
clondland to the earth. Who ever heard of
rain coming down? Why, it always goes
up. Bat yon ean’t make it go up, son. It
has to be drawn up. Not by a great, noisy,
clanging, thnmping, secking pump, either.
It is drawn up lovinely, gently, noiselessly,
by & mizhty foree, strong enotizh to lift the
ocean from its bed,

Two Kinds of Teachers,

I have known some teackers who eonld
walk ahead of their scholars and lead them
in just that wav—who could draw ihem up
the steepest heights afier them, never hnr-
rving them, never worrving, never fretiing
them. I know some teachers who gre
doing that work to-dary, just beeause they
have learned the secrct of the sun, just be-
cause they have found the sccret of His
power, just beeanse fhey have this earnest-
ness and gentleness, this steadfnst enthusi.
asm that is the silent sonl of their work.
So, too, I have known teachers, in the
tamily and in the sehool and in the pulpit,
who walked behind the children with a
club, and roared at them and whacked them
along and drove them wp hill—nnless the
children broke away and took to the woods
and eseaped into the wilderness—with such
scolding and threatening and velling as o
cowhoy uses while he whacks his horned
herd over the alkali plains.

And it is something to be devontly grate-
ful for, that this “Bull-wbacker” style ot
teacher is out of sty'e in this vear of zrace.
He onght to be dead and buried. At any
rate he ought to be buried; I wouldn't be
rartienlar to a hair about his being dead,

ut I'd stand with all the resolnte lirmness
ol tha paticnt mule, on his being buried.

See, wasn't it just lnst week I resolved
that I wouldn't preach every thus I sat
down to play the typewriter? I think it
was either last week or this Well I'll
have to start over azain. This time doesn’t
count, Beeause it isu’t my fault. I gave
vou inir warning at the top of the eolumn
that T was empty o3 a drum, and if you've

loughed across the whole width of the
Erush lot all
ecan’t blame me becanse you've turned
nothing but roots, and have jsmmed the
plough handles into your ribs every other
ste

> Na Apologies to Offar,

I knew it was aserub oak barren when T
run the first furrow across it, and I didn’t
dream you were foilowing me. ““Why
didn't T look hack and see?” Becauss, my
son, *‘he that putteth his hand to the plonzh
and Jooketh biek™ is zoing to run a fiurrow
like & cow path. “Why didn't I hoiler,
then?” Becunrve, my boy, the handles were
knocking all the breath I lind in my aysiem
clear out of my perishing frame every time
Istruck aroct. “Holler™ back to you? I
badn’t breath enough to Iny the blume of
the poor plonghing on the horses, asis my
usual cussed "em. }

Utstam “onn=t.

When as with busy hand you bend to write
Episties upon basiuess all your own,
Seexing the time of one to you mknown—

With what sor't phrase your thougats you

« may indita,

Framingz your sentences with spaach polite,
Bet in your oflering this precions stone,
That for cruode workmanship will all

atone:

In some swest [olded mook—just half in

sight—
Like a shy wind flower, tinted llke the

morn,
Coy d]:srptng from its winter's bed, moss

mp,
Ankenm? by the soft and mellow horn
Of April zephyrs, r ing all the
Of bud and blossom, beauties yot anborn—
Bight where he'll see it flrsi thing—stick a
gtamp,
And if you forget this, he won't forget to
forget to answer that letter, don't you for-
get that, RoBEET J. BUEDETTE

Caono! Steal His Own.
“God ean do all things,” said mamma
*No,” said Marjorie, “God cannot steal.”
“Why?" said mamma, expecting the re-
pl?', “Becanss He is good.” -
‘Because,”” suid the little sage, “‘every-
thing is His."

the way to this fenee you |
op |

USUALLY BAG ONE DEFORE NOOY

And Carry FHomea Supply of Venison Be-
fore the Sun Goes Down.

BEAR AND PLENTY OF SMALLER GAME

Lovers of good hunting will be interested
in the following exiracts from a private lete
ter just received in this city from Dulath,
Minn. The writer enjoys the rather novel
experience, judged from an Eastern stands
point, of riding out to the street car ter-
minns and then getting of and shooting
deer in the sdjacent woods, starting at 8 A,

.y getting deer by 11, and returning with
them to town in the afternoon. He varies
the programme by bunting bear.

In regurd to my husting, of whish you
kindly inquire, he says in his letter, the
deer season opened November 1. I wemd
out on a Snperior strea: ear to the and of
the line, leaviny home about 8o'clock. I
hunted along the ridss toward Lester Park,
and killed a niee buek a mile back of Lon=
don befora 11 A ™ There was a light
gnow on the ground, hat 1 saw the deer be-
fore 1 discovered his track= I had my
‘Winchester aleny, but shot and missed him
twice, when h=ran awaw. T followed his
trail, seolding mysall for want of skill, bus
keeping a good lookont far ahead, when L
saw him again.  This time, when I tried to
take a sure 2im, the #nn missed fire and the
deer ran away. [ still followed the tracks,
srd =aw him sgoin just on the erest of the
ridze.  Iiried to take o sure aim and fred,
but he stood his ground. I guess his euri-
osity was excited to kmow what T was
abont, anyway* He did not havs Jong to
wait, for I threw down the lover aud put in
a new shell At the nexe fire hes
disappeared, but from  the  craek-
ing of the brush (tha fires having
burnt through there last sommer),
I conclnded he was hadly hort, so, putting
another Inad in, I walked up 1o the ridge
snd saw him kickine his last about 20 feet
from where he atood when I shot him. He
was shot through the neck, about twoinches
in front of his shoulder, the ball going
throuzh, of eonrse. 1 dressed him whers
he lay, and finding no live timber on whie
I conld hang him up, left him there nntil
went to town and borrowed a buek-board
from Mr. MeQnude and zot him safely home
thiut same evening.

The next two deys, Mr. Rex (from one
econnty) and T, hunted down the lake 13
miles but did pat get any shots. We saw a
goo:l number of deer trucks, and the tracks
of two bear, but the spow was &0 nearly
melied we eonld pot follow them with anr
sucecss. I went several times aflerward
without any rescli, excapt seeing plenty of
tracks, nnd scaring, some davs, as many as
a dozen deer without so muchascven seeipg
one.  Vou may think that stranve, but the
brush was so thick wheore the tracks led
that the deer wonld hear mea, go as carefally
as I might. I =aw two or three and missed
a thot at one.

One day, however, T got 8 good shot at &
nice buek, not & hundred yards away, and.
was very much ehagrived to see him run
nway as if nothing was the matter, and was
blaminz mysell for missing him, as T conld
find neither hair aor bleod upon his tmail.
However, I trudged slonz on his traek,
hoping to get sight of him again, and, per-
ehanee, another shot. T did not zo overa
quarter of a mile when I was equally sur-
prised o see him on the ground, uuable to
rize. T lLind shot him through the lungs,
but did not know it. This wus before 11
A. 3, and after dressing him I followed
two others many miles without even eeeing
them. They went down to within 100 vards
of the Iake, and I thouzht perhaps ther had
trken to the water to get rid of me, as they
sometimes do to escaps the dogs, but the
Dulnth and Iron Ranze train emme along
and they ran back to the hills, where I did
not follow them, as it was nenrly dari
There are a great many dser killed about
Duinth and Superior. The shops were full
of them. [ bave seen three dead bear this
fall, bzt no Iive ones.

In October T went ont on the Northemn
Paecitie road 70 axfles, wheve I remained a
week at « house kept by g seetion bosa. The
livinz was very good and board §5 a week.
I had the advantagze of a ride nup and down
the road three miles either way, morming,
noon or night, which was a great adwantage,
giving me easv cormnand of 10 or 12 miles
of track. The large smount of grain spilled
along the track attracted some kinds of
game, ami [ shot a number of prairie
chiekens that were thuos lured to their doom.
T also shot some partridees and a few ducks
and cavght s very few fish, the best a 16-
pound muskallonze

A Yonathful Dinlomnatist.

A sturdy 8-year-old, with the craft of &
Talleyrand, informed his moiher uwpon his
return from sehool that “Will Brown and
another fellow got a licking st schonl to-
dav.”" And Tommy's manma mizht nevee
have been the wiser, had not Tommy's sis
ter burst into the ronm soon after and an-
pouneed: Q! mamma, Tommy and Will
Brown got whippeid at sehool te-day.”

—

_WELL-ATTESTED MERIT..

Mrs. Henry Ward Beecher writer
“ o Ozaxcr Snes=T,
* Droowryn, M. V., Fabruary 11, x3%0,

1 have vied Artcock’™s Ponovs Prastess for
some years for mysell and family, and, as faras
abie, for the many suficress who come to us for
assistance, and have fousd thom a genuine relict
for mest of the aches and pains which flesh is hair
to. | have used Avtcock’s Portos Prastees for
all kinds of lxmeness and azute \ and by fie-
guent experiments find that they can control many
cases not noticed in yeur circylors,

** The shove is the only restimonial 1 have ever
given ia favor of any plaster, and if my pams has
been used to recommend any other it is without my
authority or sanction,"”

George Augustus Sala writes to
the London Dadly Telegrepih:

1 especially have a pleasant rem:embrance of
the ship’s doctor—a veoy f=mesd masitime
medico indsed—who tanded me most kindly dur
ing a horribic spall of bronchitis and spasmodic
asthma, provoked by the ses-fog which hal
swooped down an ns just after we lefi Sia Frao-
cicco. But the doctor’s prescrintions, and the
increasing warmth of the temperatire 45 we peazed
the tropics, and, {a particular, s counls of Arl-
cuck's Porors Pisstaas clapped on—one oa the

and anothes k the sk tise hlndes
socx set me gt

Russell Sage, the wsll-known

financier, writes:
¥ 6 Frerit Avenne,
* Naw Yok Crry, Decomber 2o, 1800,

* For the last twepty years | havs besu using
Attcock’s Pozovs Prastess. They have re-
peatedly eured me of rheumanc pans and pass
in my side and bask, and, whevever 1 havea
cold. one on my chest aad oae on my back
specdily relisve me. 4

** My family ase never without them.”™

Marion Harland, on page r1o3 of
her popular work, * Common Sense

for Maid, Wife, and Mother,” says:

“Far the aching back Attcock’s Porovs Pras-
TEnlisan 1 el i e s
sation of the systained pressure of i strong, warm
hand with in tonic qualit .:_',—‘1:::
wearing, It should be kept over the seat o
uuanﬂmeﬂMm—hohﬂmm!’w
peshaps a fortmight.”

The Rev, Mark Cuy Pezrs= writes:

* Depyomd Prace, Ressaie Sovass,
“Loxvex, Decemsler 1o, 1038,

“1 think it only right thae T should tell you of
how much use T find Awzzock s Porous Prase

78 in 1oy family and amangst these to whom I
have meommended them. 1 fnd them a wery
bresstplate cgainct colds and coughe.”

W. J. Arkell, publisher of fudrs
and Frank Leslic's Nlustrated News-
paper, writes :

" Tmae !
“ Cor. Firrit Avz. and Simeswra STazes,
“ New Yomx, Januery iy, e

* Abont three weeks sincz, while suil: from
a severe cold which hod scttied on my chest, I
aoplied an Atrcock's Pornes Frastee, and nn
short time obeained refizf.

“In my wvpisvion, these plasters shonld be in
every houschold, for use in case of coughs,
sprains, braises or puins of any kind. 1 kuow thas
in my cass the resals Bave been entively saclsfac.
ory and beneficial™

Henry Thorne, Traveling Secres

tary of the Y. M. C. A., writes:
*Exzrea Harr, Staann,
* Loxpoy, Febmzry 3, 1828,

“ 1 desire to bear my tosiimony 1o the valie of
Avicocx’s Porovs Prasrens, | have need them
for pains inthe back and side, arising from shew-
matic and othar canses, never without deriving
benefit from their application. They are essily
zpplied and vory comiorting. Thase engaged, as
T am, in public work which involves exposnre to
sudden changss of temperature, will do weil to
keep a spply of Arwcock's Poxous Prastzas
in their porimantaags,™

Hon. James W. Husted says:

. “When suffering from a sevess cough, which
threaicacd pulmonary difficulities, which [ was
recommended o go to Fiorida 1o relicve, [ detes-
mined to test ock’s Pomous PrasTens.
1 zpplied them to my chesz and between the
shoulder-blades, and in loss than a fortuight was
entircly cured.”

Henry A.Mott,Jr., Ph. D, F.C.S,

" late Government chemist, certifies:

** My investigation of Arrcock’s Powovs Pras-
TER shows it to contain valuable and essential
ingredients not found in any other plaster, and I
find it superior to and more efficient than any
other plaster,™

Bewzre of imitations, and do not be deceived by misrepresentation.
Ask for ALLCOCK'S, and let no solicitation or explanation induce you to

accept a substitute,
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